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GMAPTER XVI.
A Game of Carda.
HEN they tuck a ninety-nine
; year clause into a franchise
k.' they mean it'a forever, don't
they 7 Joe wanted to know.
“Forever, to all intents and pur
poses” sald Garry.

Joe's chest sank and rose In a long,
bag breath.

“It's no word to trifie with,” be cao-
Boned at last. “If you lose IVl De &
vonsiderable drouth”

“Cut!™ Invited Garry, and they start-
ed to play.

That other night Garry's wtack of
chips had lasted far longer than they
did on this second occasion. A half
bour later, when he rose to go to bed,
bis ninety-nine year promise of abstl-
nence was plled symmetrically before
Fat Joe. Dut hin good night was gay.
For a time after his departure Joe eyed
Bteve nllowine,

“Hom m-m"” bhe cleared his throat
“Hum-m-m! And 1 was expectin’ you
to turn up any hour of the last twenty-
four with a request that | come and
Belp bring home the remains. Yoo
must be quite a silver tongued ex-
horter, aren’t you, Steve?™

Btephen O'Mpra was silent over the
paper which Joe had bhanded him ear
ller In the evening, and the lack of any
offer on his part to go lnto detalls did
mot trouble bis questioner. Fat Joe sat
and bobbed his head over what would
never cease to be o miracle In his eyes.

“And he'll stick this time,” he vented
bis wonder nloud. “He's surely going
to stick!™ Then he smiled widely.
“And 1 reckon you'll have to admit
that 1 handled the small part that
came my way with ease and dispatch
when 1 tell you that he didn’t eatch so
much as one lonesome pair all the time
1 was deallng. 1'm ashamed of my-
sell. I haven't seem such a mean,
crooked game of stud dealt since 1
came east!”

Garry was very guiet the next morn-
ng when be and Steve went back to
thelr work; before noop came his un-
easiness bad become very aApparent to
the man bo was assisting. But pelther
his sllence nor his nervousncss any
longer worried Steve. Instead the latter
let himself smile over both those out-
ward evidences of Inward panic, when-
ever his thoughts were on Garry at all
For the latter's diffilence as the day
aged became a fushed and warm
cheeked thing, until at 4 In the after.
noon Bteve could no longer withhold
the suggestion for which, wordiessly,
Garry was asking.

“Joe was more than half right"” be
remarked, one eye to his level “in
spite of the fact that we refused to
take him serfously. We can't let those

coma tn snd fOnd everything
too hopelesaly uncomfortable, so per-
haps you'd better run nhead now,
QGarry, and see what he bas accom-
plished. 1 don't want to leave this
spot mywelf untfl 1 have some figures |
upon which I know | ean rely. But |
you might run ahbead, If you will. 1l
be along later.”

It was couched In the form of a re
quest, but Garry's face famed He |
weatl, albeit & bit reluctantly. And be |
stopped wore than a few times in his |
climb from the edge of the timber to
the door of Steve's shack. But once |
be bad passed over the threshold to
find that usnrecognizably trim rom
empty, hils face grew heavy with dis-
appointment. He was oo the polot
of golug back outside to scan the bowl
of the valley when a tall, short skirted

apron which Fat Joe In a moment of

mistaken real had once provided for

the cook boy, fushed through the pas- |
sageway from the kitchen annex and

barely milssed ontspulting into his

arms. Mirlam Burrell, pink faced

from the heat of the roaring wood

stove and smudged with flour on fore-

head and cheek, lifted her apron and

swung it like a flag of victory.

“1've found it," abe sang triumphant-
ly. “I've found out what was the mat- |
tar! I'd just forgotten the baking pow-
der, that was all! Next tlme"—

Then she recoguined him, With out- |
strelched bands still clutching the
edge of her apron, sbe stood, almond
o8 widenlng, and scanned him from |
head to foot. Even Steve, who had |
been with him every moment, had |
noticed the hour to hour change that
had been taking place in Garry's ap-
pearance. To the girl who bad not

1' ':‘ubln. enveloped In a voluminous

<

sliff gingham to hide
her unuttera happiness. But be-
fore be could speak she found ber
valos,

der, that was all. Do you-de you
think you'd care to help?™

Steve was very lnte in returniug to
camp that night. Throughout the rest
of the afternoon he set himsell a pace
knoe deep In slushy mud which Garry
could not have maintained. But when
he paused there In the dark where he
always stopped for a moment and a tn-
wmult of volces awept down to meat hlm
he forgot his fatigue. He had lfted
his battered hat from his bhead, striving
to distinguish a single note In all that
treble of girlish lnughter, when, framed
suddenly against the background of
lght within, ha sew a alender siibou-
ette take up Ita station In the door
frame. Barbara was still peering out
across the darkuess when he cAme up
to hesn,

“We're been waiting dinner for you
for almost an hour,” she rebuked him
in place of what might have been a
commonplace greeting. “We've been
walting in the face of Mr. Morgan's in-
slstence that It was practically use.
less. He has been telllng us that when
& man bere In the hills fulls to turn up
for & meal you never bother to look for
him. You know that the worst has
happened.”

Over ber bhead the first eyes that
Steve encountered that evening were
those of Archibald Wickersham, While
shaking hands with the girl be bowed
in grave welcome to the tall figure in

“Oh, | can't toll you how glad | am to
oee youl™

leather puttess and w rd riding
breeches, and Wickersham from the
far gide of the room bowed back in
equal gravity. Then Caleb Hunter
grasped Steve's elbow and spun him
around toward the light and peered at
bim accusingly, Barbara had not no-
ticed until then how tired Steve looked.

“Before the otners get to talking"
sald Caleb, “before the tide grows too
strong for my weak volce, young mamn,
1 want to deliver n message. Miss Ba-
rah wants it explicitly understood that

with
than #ix trunks."

Caleb clung so tightly to his
that it brought a tinge of color
Bteve's choeks. It was minutes before
be could get away to change bhis wet
¢lothes, and in that minute or two he
could not help but contrast, grimly, his
own mud bespattered attire with that
of Archle Wickerasham. The tired blue
circles beneath his eyes were even
more poticeable when he returnd, to
be ushered with much ceremony by Fat
Jos to *he head of the table

It was an utterly Irresponsible gath-
ering that leaned over the red table
cloth that night—an oddly assorted
group which from the very first Joe
realized was not at all to Wickersham's
liking, Dexter Alllson himself, falrly
radiating good will, sat at the foot of
the table, with his son-in-law to be oo
oue side and Barbara's little maid, Ce-
clle, on the other. And between Ceclle
and Barbara, who sat opposite Garry
and Mirlam, Fat Joe leaned both el
bows upon the table edge and monopo-
lized the conversation. The seating ar-
rangement was Joe's; it was his party.

And the absolute Insttention to detall, '

the large lniliference to veracity which
his discourse disclosed before that
nolsy supper was over, grew to be an
astontshing thing. His fights of fancy
left Steve aghast In more than one In-
stance; they even forced a stiff smile
to Wickersham's lips, and that Is say-
lng much for Joe's SUCCcess us an enter-
tainer, for in the bearing of those two
men toward each other there had been
evident from the first a chill antipathy
which amounted actually to armed
truce. And the color in Miriam's cheeks,
whenever hls gase strayed to that side

For Mirlam's tongue was no less ir-
responsible than was Joe's. Her mood
was 80 mercurial that she drew thoe
and again the eyes of all at the table.
She chattered with an abandon that

" |kmow. It's just a-—a mean
osition.”

following her when she fnally found
the thing for which she was searching.
Bhe drew a red felt, yellow mottoed
cushion from beneath the deer hide
covering a chalr and beld it up so that
all might read. “What Is Home With.
out & Father?™ It ran, and when the
joy that stormed through the room
made it sure that the exhibition needed

joined the other girl in an examination
of his handiwork. Bmooth face tinted
by the firelight, copper halr almost dis.
boveled In ita disarray, she was an ex-
quisitely lovely thing. In her alto volee
she expressed her opinfon.

“It's an entirely new stitch to me
Boba.” she averred. *1 don't think I
have ever before seen just this method
employed.” And she turned to Stepben
O'Mara, “Do you suppose, Mr. O'Mara,”
she asked, “that I might learn it from
the one who did this work for you?
It's rather”—and her head tiited to one
side—"1t's rather a pretty thing."

Again they succumbed to mirth, and
then Joe rose, bristling, and went for-
ward much as a gamecock might step
out to do battle. He took the cushion
from the hands of the girls, who no'
longer bad strength enough even to
hold it

“If you are aiming to do any sewing
around this camp,” he stated, “you can
start In wewing on buttons. This kind
of work s entirely too nerve wearing
for amateurs.”

He carried the cushion across the
room and placed it not where it had
been hidden by the deer hide, but In
colorful prominence against the back
of the chalr. Long after he had cross.
od with Steve acd Garry to thelr tents
he continued to explade with wsoft
chuckles.

“] never did say,” he defended him-
self, “that that sentiment was strictly
appropriate, 1 always stated that it
was the best 1 could. And as for my
technique—well, elther of you guys try
it some time. You just take a needie-
ful of that yellow worsted and start
tracking across a couple of yards of
j red and pathless desert and see where
you come ont. 1 know, becauss I've
done It I'm a ploneer. But if | ever
tackle another job like that it's going
to be a crazy quilt.”

And Joe considered In spite of the
din which answered him that his chal
lenge wan ample.

It was fully an hour after Fat Joeo
and Garry had rolled themaelves up in
thelr blankets when Steve, who had
elected to sit up for one last pipe even

eyes vacantly steady before him.
|oun before be turned, before he
slowly to his feet, be knew who
coming, knew and realized that

think that some day—within a few
months in reslity—engives will go
screeching their signals across this
very place. It doesn't seem possible;
it seems almost o shame to spoll it
too."

“I've felt that way aboat it often™
Bteve answered, almost dully. “1 like
It better myself as it |s. It does ap-
pear to be a long way ahead, doesn't it
—that day of completion which you

“I never dreamaed it could be so big™

cover in the screech of the whistles?
Only today when we were scrambling
about down there ln the alders it
nearly all the imagination
o see two streaks of steel
is nothing but thicket
for the blguess of it"—he
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“To we,” Barbara said—"to me it
colossal! Why, | thought work
Morrison sesmed complicated and
gled snough, but there—there lan't
& begloning or ay endiag bere.

i §
3353.

“Is that part of th'onhn:u-n'l"
she wanted to w. “ls that the 44
rection In w Mr. Wickersham's

“Just & few miles up through that
noteh.” he told her. “That's the end
of the rall bed which we have been
bullding along the river edge.”

Her next words made him start and
then try to cover that moment with a
readjustment of his long body,

“I'm going up thers tomorrow. Mr,
Wickersham has asked me to ride with
him in the morning.” She walted & |
moment or two. “That—that's why I
came out here tonight. We'll be golng
back to town the next day or two, and
1 wanted to have a chance to bid youn
goodby before 1 left Morrison for the
winter"

He bad known that she would not
be lkely to remaln in the hills muoch
longer, He bad realized that each day
which be checked off, always hopeful
that the next might open the way for
bim to see her aguin, was steadily
bringing wearer the date of her de
parture. But bhe had not let himself
think that it would come so soon,
There was no doubt this time about
the heaviness of his volce.

“1 see.” he sald. “1 see”

There came a long sllence. Rising
out of It. Barbara's voice sounded very, |
very little. |

“I've never known a sky In which
the stars were so thick. They're—
they're like a field of buttercups. And
have you ever seen such an irrepressl
bly happy creature as Mirlam was to-
night? She was radiant, positively
shameless. Did you know that Garry
knows''—

*“1 told him myself,” sald Steve slin-

ply.
The girl faced arouad In ber sur

prise.

“You?

“Most certainly. Why not?™ His
volce was not quite so unepthusiastic
now. “It's one of the few unmistak.
able opportunities I've ever had to
make two people permanently as hap- |
py as Miriam was tonight I'd feel |
gullty all my life if I didn‘t belp all |
could. knowing how happy I am going |
to be myself.”

Thus did he work around, quite with-
out abruptness, to a renewal of that
discussion which she had thought to
close weeks before

“Are you trying to infer that 1 am
to be a part of that happiness?” she
asked none too promisingly. |

“You ought to know. 1 sald ‘all my
life.' ™

And there suddenly Barbara laughed |

“l suppose now they'll marry and
live happily ever after!” she excialm-
ed. with an attempt at alriness.

“Most certalnly.” asserted Steve. al-
though ber mirth pusaled him. "ml
is it fonny to you?” i

“It lsm't, but—yea, It is too, now
that it's no longer a thing one need
worry about. That's always the trou-
ble with emotions which are too in- '
tense. They're elther very sad to con-
template or very, very absurd. And
they will persist In exchanging fuces,
to the confusion of the onlockers. Gar-
ry was so dangerously in love with
Mary Graves, you see.”

“He was in love with an idea,” the
man contradicted flatly. “He was in
love with just that. And it is not safe
for any man to live alone with an ab-
stract conception of anything. He's
bound sooner or Iater to lose his grip
on tangible things if be does. He's
likely to start destroying property to
further the cause of labor or liable to
turn to shooting men who were borm
to joba I'm certain some of them never
wanted—kings and that sort, 1 mean—
figuring on wolving the soclal problems |
of men and women who must solve
that problem themselves. Perfection
is a fine thing to anticipate; expecta-
tions of it are dangerous. And women
aren't made that way.”

“No?* Her voice slid coolly upward.

“No,” he told her and smiled with
that serenity she had come to know so
well. *“Not even you, though 1 sup-
pose 1'd about annibilate any one else
if he ever hinted at it." He chose to
be didactic in tone. *“No, you're not |
perfect. You've too much Intelligence
for that. Why, right now you're fight-
ing with your brain aguinst the die-
tutes of your heart, and If you were
above mortal error in judgment you'd
know that you are wasilog your time.”

“Your opinion has the merit of sin-
cerity,” she sald, “although, looking
back upon a—a certain day, I can't
belp but wonder whether you baven't
been gullty of mouthiug pretty noth-
lugs for my poor ears.”

“That proves my polat right now.”
He was lmperturbable. “You're beg-
glng the guestion to galn"—

“You sald"— sbhe fashed and then
grew red.

“I gald 1'd let you ask po pardon of
me. I sald 1'd let myself ind no faw
in you. But bow does that embarrass
my preseut argument? Flawless per
fection would be a mighty ditficult
thing to live with day in and day out
Living with & womau who never made
& mistake could bhave ng appeal for
me. Bhe'd always be ewiphasiziog wy
own shortcowings. You become oo
slsten: and you'll catch me yawning
some day; grow logical and you'll sl
most scare me off! Why, you're a

“And you-—you still sit there and In
sist that perfection has ne attraction
for you! When you've Just described
without knowing it the—the sort of
girl you think s perfect.”

His lps curled lo & way to quicke:
any womau's pulse. '
“You have me beaten' be laughed
His eyes, dark as was the shadow upo
Lis fage, made ber broatl ynstedd:
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“Your own wsuperfority,
rendering you immune 7

“Maybe.” At least, whether ahe knew
it or not, she loved his serenity. “May-
be—and maybe I'm an exception too.”

He sat very still. Sbhe bad turned
AWAY once more.

“You'll be back again In the spring?”

for her alone. |
“I hope—I think so.” The smallness
of her volce angered her, She felgned
a short, earefree laugh. “Unless | am
too busy, Getting married seems to
become a more and more complicatad

problem of proper costuming, dossm®t
it, with every passing season ™

Bhe couldn't have told why she said
it. Bhe was trying to think of some-
thing else to say which would be kind.
er by far. And then, half lifting her,
be had swung ber around to him. For
& moment be held her, face close to
that small, frightened face buried In
its deep collar, while she struggled
uselessly against those hard arms,
which tried not to hurt her, Her lips
continued to rebel long after her eyes
bhad cloned—long aftér body and braln
were quiescent.

“You mustn't!™ ghe gasped. "Ob, I
can't let you—the moon—we—we're
sure to be seen!”™

His lips on hers sllenced that last
Incoberent resistance. Bbe sat, wavy
brown head bowed, when he had set

|

to be remembered Is not the sort to

wouldn't it? Any man who has to beg
™|
main long in any woman's brain. Bol

|l have taught you (o remember In-

stead You aren't going to forget ever
now! You're coming back in the
spring, and you're coming to stay!
And now I'm telling you goodby. It's
time you were asleep.” [
He belped ber to ber feet. Together |
they turned—and Archibald Wicker
sham, tall to gauntness in the moon-

from the direction of the cabin. The
gir's slim body stiffened, but Bteve
saw her chin come up. His own body
grew lasier still it seemed in length
and Hmb.

Wickersham's  approachlng  steps '
were crisply precise. He stopped aun
arm's length in front of them, and his |
words were an echo of that last sen-

ly. “It's cold, and you have a long.
hard ride ahead of you tomorrow.”
For a barely perceptible moment, '
with the eyes of both men upon her,
Barbara kept ber piace. Nelther of
them saw that her teeth were tightly
closed over one full lp: neither knew
that she had closed her eyes diexily
for an Instant. hout
word she put ber hand upon the arm
which Wickersham offered bher.

summate impudence into both men's
faces.

*G'lang wid ye's now.” she fung at
them, “an’ quit disturbin’ dacint folks
that likes to sleep o' nighta!™

Bhe slammed the door upon them.

They stood there a second or two,
Wickersham an inch or more taller
and inches parrower in shoulder and
girth of chest. Perfunctorily they nod-
ded each to the other and wheeled sl-
lently upon their heels

it was the next evening when Bar
bara reentered the house beyond the
bhedge. There was a streak of light
running out across the floor of the dim

knew that bis features became suffus-
ed with purple even before she had fn-
ished. And then she realized quickly
that It was alcohol she smelled; knew,
too, that it was not Wickersham whoe
bad been drinking, even though Wick-
ershaim had trouble with his tongue.
And while she walted, puzzied and
frowning. the man gave up an attempt
nt his usual nlcety of phrase and blurt-
ed out all that which had been many
days hidden behind his Impassivity.
“We baven't yot sot a certaln date

for our murringe, Barbara.” His volce
was struined. “Don't you think it s
aigh time we AT

The g%l colored. [t was, at least,

rery unenpe ted
“Why. no, we haven't.” she adnitted.

“fut we can If you wish 't Have you
thought of a day you'd prefer?”

“1 have," he stated. “Would the first
day of May be too early for you?

Often afterward she wondered at
her humility of that night, for what-
ever the quick thought might have
been which made ber reach out obe
hand to touch the door frame beside
her her words were merely mild

“It Is, rather, But I thick [ can man-
age It if it will please you."

Wickersham had come to his feet,
but be would not turn so that she might
see his face. He spoke with eyes
averted

“It would.” he answered with an of-
fort, “and—and in the Interim T am

A Fort In the Sand,

Down near the beach at SBouthamp-
ton, N, Y., lives little Charile Smith.
There with his playmates he speads
mauy pleasant hours. Here you ses

Pholo by American Press Association.
THE RIFLEMAN.

him bebind bis sand fort looking
through a port made of a discarded
life buey, probably thrown away from
& yacht. He s ln deep sarnest, as his
broowstick gun clearly proves.

Weoman's Method.

“Mr. Floorwalker, | wish you would
glve me a clerk who can show me
what 1 want”

“And what do you want, madam

“How do | know untll I have look-
ed T —Houston Post.

Bound travels through dry air at
the rate of sixty feet a second, through
water at 240 feel & second and in steel
wira at 17 130 feet & second.




